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vessel; this we made fast to the boat's stern by a rope, and thus
took the three in tow clinging to it, two passengers and a sailor.

Four oars were stowed in the boat, and her rudder, unshipped,
lay in the bottom, along with a small iron anchor and an extra
plank or two. The anchor was without delay heaved over-
board by the pilot and myself as a superfluous weight, and so
were the planks. Meanwhile some of the sailors proposed to
do as much for the passengers; observing, not without a certain
show of reason on their side, that with so many on board there
could be remarkably little hope of ever reaching shore, that the
boat was after all the sailors' right, and the rest might manage
on the beam astern as best they could. Fortunately during the
voyage I had become a particular friend of the captain and
pilot, besides earning the especial good will of a merry sturdy
young seaman now in the boat. So I addressed myself to them
first, and then to all the crew, and declared the expulsory
proposition to be utterly unjust, wicked, and not fit for discus-
sion ; and then, to cut short reply, 1 proceeded, aided by the
pilot, who seconded me manfully throughout, to distribute the
oars among the sailors; as indeed it was high time to do in
order to steady the boat, over which every wave now broke,
threatening to send us to the bottom after her old companion.
The captain took post at the rudder, while the pilot and myself
set to baling out the water, partly with a leathern bucket which
one of the crew had kept the presence of mind to bring with
him from the ship (holding the handle between his teeth no less
cleverly than Caesar did his sword off the Alexandrian Pharos),
and partly with a large scoop belonging to the boat; both im-
plements were in constant requisition, since every bucketful or
scoopful of water thrown out was by the next wave repaid with
usury, so fiercely did the storm rage around.

The Sonnee of Djebel-'Okdah sat up in the boat, repeating
verses of the Goran; the captain's nephew showed extraordinary
spirit for a boy of his age; the sailors managed their oars with
much skill and courage, keeping us carefully athwart the roll of
the sea; the rest, and I am sorry to say Yoosef-ebn-Khamees
for one, were so terribly frightened, that they had completely
lost their wits, and lay like dead men amid the water in the
boat's bottom, neither raising a head nor saying a word.

Indeed our position, though not wholly without a gleam of